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" You mean I insisted on coming. I did;
I'm not ashamed. I wanted to help you/'

" And now you've begun to see what helping
me involves."

" No, I just see you can't be helped at all/'

He scrambled to his feet. " Don't say
that/' He had changed utterly. All the
carelessness had gone out of his voice, and
he was pale. " I can't bear to hear you say
that. It's true, I know; I feel it's true.
But you mustn't say it."

" / mustn't ? "

" You belong to my world. I've never let
anyone come so close before. If you feel
there's no hope . . . Oh, hell! " he said
abruptly in a changed voice, " of course there
isn't. No, it's the best thing you could have
done, the very best /' He stared at the church
spire, and whistled noiselessly.

" Do you mind ? " he said, " if I don't go
back with you to the inn ? It's past eleven.
Bettington will be waiting/'

" Not at all," she said faintly. " Go now,
go now," a voice whispered. " But I don't
know what to say to him." It was true.
She could not face Bettington.

" Say . . . oh, say I wanted to go for a
very long walk."